December 28, 1941 

Dear future me, I hope I survive. As of now, it's been exactly 114 days since the siege began. I 
was lucky enough to pass by a notebook and pen today on my way back to my house. Or what's 
left of it. I had to tear out the first few pages, it belonged to someone else. I couldn't quite make 
out who it was though, it could have been a stranger or my best friend. At this point, everybody 
is so identical, instead of arms and legs, only bones poke out through wrinkles. We're all the 
same, just the skin of who we used to be. Besides, I've gotten used to seeing bodies on the floor. 
It doesn't bother me anymore. Nothing does. I don't even recognize myself. I don't feel anything. 
Some of us may still be walking and breathing, but all of us are dead. In one way or another. 

It's just me, my mom, my cat, and my stepdad now. My dad hasn't come back yet. He went out to 
collect our rations of the day. That was two weeks ago. I was about to give up when we lost our 
ration cards. And my father. But yesterday, Mom shared some news. The first good news I’ve 
heard since September 8. We’re gonna be evacuated through the Road of Life on Lake Ladoga 
on January 1 of 1942. Those words fell out of her mouth and I felt something I haven't felt in a 
while. I felt hope. For the first time in forever, there was something to look forward to. A light at 
the end of this tunnel. I don't want to live like this anymore. Like an animal. There is no worse 
feeling than when all your thoughts are on food. and I’m finally gonna do something about it. We 
are gonna be free. I have to survive five more days. I'm gonna do this. I'm gonna get us out of 
here. I have 3 loaves of borodinsky bread, a jar of peanut butter, oatmeal, and about 15 liters of 
water left in my stash. That is just enough to last me my final week in hell. I have my knife and 
my gun in case anybody tries to come for me or my mom. I've been hearing some reports of 
cannibalism. Hunger has turned us into monsters, and starvation has turned us into just skeletons, 


not people. I’ll write every day until I'm at my assigned collective farm in Siberia. Wish me luck. 


December 29, 1941 

Dear future me, I fear I’m gonna fade away before I get to see freedom again. I weighed myself 
today. My weight dropped from 60 kilos to 40 kilos in the past 5 months. I no longer see stars in 
the sky from all the pollution from the bombs, but I do see little white lights in my eyes blurring 
my vision every time I stand up. It's getting harder and harder to move. To breathe. I'm not even 
sure if I'm inhaling oxygen or gasses. I don't want to die. I'm scared. 

It's so hard to control myself with my final rations. I can only have 5 slices of bread a day with 
the tiniest amount of peanut butter. I need to save some for my mom. She gets 3 slices a day, but 
she gets more peanut butter than I do. Whiskers gets the most though. That's all I have for my 
poor girl. But it's ok, I'm gonna be the one to save us. My mom is too afraid to go outside these 
days. So if she can't do it, then I will. Z will. But I'm running out of life. I've stopped getting my 
period. I'm worried I will never be able to give birth. But I'm not sure I want to bring a pure soul 
into this cruel world. That wouldn't be fair. 

Everything has changed. But my mom always says everything happens for a reason. But what 
could the reason ever be? I've been trying hard to understand and I've been praying every day for 
this torment to end. But God hasn't answered me. Are you there god? Are you listening? Please 
come help. I need you. Please. 

Too many people are dying. I can't go outside without seeing dozens of corpses. It makes my 
heart drop and I feel sick to my stomach. I get goosebumps down my arms and chills up my 
crooked spine. I feel an aching hole in the center of my heart, but nothing happens because my 
body is numb, and I have no tears left to cry. I don't see the same. Everything has gone dark and 
foggy. Just like my mind. I don't know how much time I have until it shuts down. But I need to 


keep going. Life has become valuable again. I need to live. I need to. Pray for me. 


December 30, 1941 

Dear future me. You could’ve died today. Twice. Each day is growing harder, and each day more 
lives are lost. Each day, I get a step closer to death. 

I fainted today. I don't remember it. I just remember being outside collecting things that could 
possibly be useful. But I was moving slow and it was getting late but I had lost track of time. I 
was starting to black out. I got home, and I went to get some food into my shrunken stomach. 
But I don't remember anything after that. Mom told me I passed out before I could eat anything. 
I'm not exactly sure how long I was out, it's hard to tell time these days. But Mom thinks it was 
for about 3 hours. I'm so grateful I woke up. I can't be stopped now. But that's not the worst. 
There was a bombing nearby as well. I felt the burst and the aftermath of the explosion. But 
that's not what hurt. I heard the screams and cries of god knows how many people. I heard 
children. Babies. How could somebody ever hurt someone so innocent. I felt their pain. It was 
absolutely gut wrenching. I am disgusted at this world. What has become of us? Of humanity? 
I'm not sure how I got home after that. But I never expected for me to faint after. I thought I was 
stronger than that. How can I protect Mom if I can hardly protect myself? I am weak. I am a 
failure. And if we don't make it out of here, it's my fault. A// my fault. 

I gave into the voice in my head. The one yelling at me telling me to consume every item of food 
I have. I ate half of what was left of the portions for myself. That was supposed to last me the 
next two days. I have enough for one more day. I am pathetic. How could I do that? What is it 
that's inside of me? This parasite. It's eating me alive from the inside out. I have lost control of 
my thoughts. The one thing I thought was in my power. It's gone. 

I'm a terrible person. A terrible daughter. But I will not give up. Not on Mom. Never. Oh God, 


stay with me. I'm begging you. Please believe in me. 


December 31, 1941 

Dear future me, I'm not sure if I’m gonna make this out alive. This is now an internal battle. With 
unmatched consequences. Even relations between mother and child, husband and wife, have 
been made completely inhuman. The whole city has become this way because the battle for life 
has brought despair to every living individual. But I never thought my family would be a part of 
that. There is no longer a family here. We are just people. No, not even people. We are zombies. 
With all of our life, spirit, love, memories, and souls sucked out of us. All of us. Today the worst 
thing that could have possibly happened, has happened. I had a fight with Dimitri. He has been 
consumed by this hunger. And he has taken out his frustrations on me and Mom. His face may be 
drained, and he may be pale like a ghost, but he finally showed his true colors. And thankfully, 
Mom saw it too. Anyway, I went out to get some air, but then standing outside on my lawn, 
waiting for me, was my old teacher. I didn't have a clue as to why she would be there. But then 
she started to come at me. She was repeating the words “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry.” And 
then I saw it. Her eyes. The light that had once been there, and the joy that sparked when she was 
shaping young minds, was gone. It disappeared, and now she's empty. I started to get scared, but 
before I got the chance to react, her hands were around my neck, suffocating me. For a moment, 
I felt relief, and just wanted someone to take me out of this misery. But then I remembered Mom. 
And Whiskers. And I can't let my mother bury her daughter. Not yet. I used the last ounce of my 
strength to knee her in the stomach and give myself enough time to take out my knife from my 
wool sock. I didn't want to hurt her, but there was nothing more I could do for her. So then I did 
it. And then she stopped blinking. Then breathing. Then living. I. Killed. Her. Stabbed her. Right 
in her heart. I'm still not sure if she had one left. But her blood is on my hands. I’m sorry, I’m 


sorry. I’m. Sorry. Today I lost my humanity. I'm sorry for making you a monster. Forgive me. 


January 1, 1942 

Dear future me, I don't want to be here anymore. I've lost so much. Too much. What else do I 
have to fight for? Mom? Who is so depressed and empty and starved that she can hardly get out 
of bed? Or is it for that 1% chance of freedom, that chance that gets smaller with each passing 
second? I don't know how I haven't been taken out yet, or why, but one thing’s for sure. I don't 
want to stay. I want to peacefully stop breathing. Because each lingering moment has its own 
grasp on my lungs, and slowly I'm suffocating. But it's ok, because when the breathing stops, so 
will the pain. My mind will go quiet, and that's all I could ever ask for. Today my baby, 
Whiskers, took her last breath. After being in excruciating pain. I'm not sure what I feel. But I 
never want to feel this again. I wish more than anything that I didn't have to. I came home to 
pure evil. I don't even want to write it. That would make it too real. If you find this, tell me, am I 
in a dream? If so, I hope I wake up soon. Whiskers fell victim to Dimitris' wrath of cruelty and 
hunger. Dimitri cooked Whiskers while she was still alive. And he ate every last bit of her. There 
are no words to describe how disgusted I am by that man. That thing. I'm glad God took pity on 
my baby and struck Dimitri down an hour later. He grew ill because Whiskers had been eating 
every rodent she found. But I truly, from the bottom of my aching heart, hated him terribly. 
Hunger uncovered his filthy soul, and I have got to know him. When he died I was ready to jump 
for joy, but I was too weak and did not have enough strength. But taking whiskers wasn't enough. 
He discovered my stash and ate a whole loaf of my borodinski bread with the rest of my oatmeal. 
I believe he was molded by clay from the devil. But at least now I know it can't get any worse. 
Because me and Mom are currently hidden in the back of a horse drawn vehicle on our way out 
from Leningrad, through the Road of Life, and to Siberia. We are gonna be free. Finally. 


Wait. I hear something coming. A bomb. I don't want to die. Oh God, please save me. Plea 


